' She come to read the book of Destiny,
How fair and chaste, humble and high, she had been,
Much promis'd, much performM, at not fifteen;
And measuring future things by things before,
Should turn the leaf to read, and read no more,
Would think that either Destiny mistook,
Or that some leaves wTere torn out of the book:
But 9t is not so: Fate did but usher her
To years of reason's use, and then infer
Her destiny to herself, which liberty
She took, but for thus much, thus much to die:
Her modesty not suffering her to be
Fellow-commissioner with Destiny,
She did no more but die.   If after her
Any shall live which dare true good prefer,
Every such person is her delegate,
T'accomplish that which should have been her fate;
They shall make up that book, and shall have thanks
Of Fate and her for filling up their blanks;
For future virtuous deeds are legacies
Which from the gift of her example rise:
And 'tis in heav'n part of spiritual mirth
To see how well the good play her cm earth.

*7*